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SW  Oklahoma Foliage Tours
by Keith Long
i
October has always been a special month for me, 
since Oklahoma’s autumn falls somewhere in the middle 
of it. The fall season is only about seventy-two hours 
long in these parts, but I love it and try not to sleep 
through it. My love affair with Oklahoma autumns 
began way back when I was just a kid, riding my bike to 
school and kicking at the humps of sycamore leaves lin­
ing the curbs, or at least where curbs should be.
One evening, I think I was eight, mom stomped in 
from the kitchen where she was preparing dinner and 
turned off the television, saying something about jello 
and brains. I thought that sounded like a pretty icky 
meal, but I was game for anything in those days. As I 
waited on supper, I sat in the living room and read a 
twenty-year-old National Geographic that had pages and 
pages about the foliage tours in the Great Northeast. I 
figured that was up around Guymon, since I still hadn’t 
separated the concepts of “state” and “country” in my 
young jello, and wasn’t doing much better with my gen­
eral sense of directions. But I was enamored with the 
tours and especially with the fact that people paid good 
money to go on them. My good friend Harv and I were 
always looking for a money-making scheme so we could 
buy Montana and hunt the rest of our lives.
There were photos of people with their comments 
about the tours, and since I was more familiar with peo­
ple than foliage, I paid careful attention to them. One
elderly woman, who looked a little like my great aunt 
Gertrude, said “the hills just seem to roll into each other, 
offering subtle changes in the golden hues.” I didnt 
know what a golden hue was and I had an extremely lim­
ited knowledge of hills, what with the West Street Alps, 
particularly McAlester Peak, totaling my knowledge of 
hills and mountains. “There’s just a plethora of color 
everywhere one looks,” said one older fellow that 
could’ve passed for my Uncle Fred. It made me start 
thinking, which was probably mom’s reason for turning 
off the television in the first place. However, had she 
foreseen the gist of my thoughts, Gilligans Island might 
not have seemed so putrid. I knew a lot of people like 
my Uncle Fred and Great Aunt Gertrude, and I imag­
ined all of them would like to go on a foliage tour but 
might not like traveling all the way to Guymon. (
Hmmm.
At that point, mom called the family to supper, and 1 
quickly discovered that we were having hamburger 
steaks, not jello and brains. Mom’s such a kidder. 1 he 
next morning was a Saturday and Harv arrived on his 
bicycle a little before eight o’clock to find me on the car 
port loading my bicycle down with supplies.
“Hey,” I said. “I’ve been expecting you for hours.
“Had to mow the lawn, trim the hedges, pick up my 
room, and take out the trash,” Harv said.
“I hate Saturday chores.”
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“Yeah, me too. Took me almost 13 minutes. So 
what’s up?”
“I’ve got this great money idea. I’m going to go out 
and map a foilage (sic) tour, and then people will pay 
money and sign up for it, and I’ll take them out and 
show them all the foilage.”
“Neat. Can I help?”
“Sure,” I said, appreciative of Harv’s entrepreneurial 
mind and his quick sense of money just waiting to hap­
pen. In a few moments we were pedaling hard on West 
Street and zoomed past the Ninth Street intersection, 
thanks to the gravitational force of Crownover Slope. 
We labored for about five minutes to hit McAlester’s 
Peak from the east, which was the easy way. I stopped 
on top of it, and looked over Muncrief’s pasture.
“Wow,” I said, “look at the way the hills just seem to 
roll over each other, offering subtle changes in the gold­
en whoos.”
“What?” Harv asked.
“Look at all the golden whoos,” I said.
“Where?”
There,” I said, pointing out across Muncrief’s pas­
ture.
That’s just a bunch of prairie grass.” 
“But look how golden it is.”
“It ain’t golden. It’s brown.”
“Well, we could CALL it golden in our brochure.”
“It’s brown and it’s dead.”
I shrugged and thought maybe Harv’s entrepreneur­
ial mind wasn’t quite the steel trap I had it figured for.
At any rate, we pushed on westward, racing through the 
chilly air down the farther reaches of the west slope of 
McAlester’s slope, falling and falling until we hit about 
117 mph at the bottom. Our momentum sent us into 
uncharted territory and halfway up another Alp about a 
mile west. We struggled the last half, finally deciding to 
walk our bikes up to give them a rest.
“Oh,” I said, “how grand. There’s just a plytheraw of 
color everywhere one looks.”
“A what?” Harv asked.
“A plytheraw.”
“What’s a playtharele?”
“I’m not sure, but it has to do with a bunch of col-
»or s.
“I don’t see any colors.”
“Look hard. I see a light brown, and sorta light 
brown, and regular old brown and something a little 
darker. And look, a scalping of yellow from those sun­
flowers.”
“I don’t see anything.”
“Yeah. Well, you must be color blind.”
“I am color blind.”
“There, see? You don’t know what you’re talking 
about.”
Harv knew how to take an insult when it was thrown 
his way, and promptly pulled himself and his bicycle out 
of the southwestern Oklahoma foliage tour. As for 
myself, thanks to my uncanny ability to keep down my 
overhead and sundry front-end costs, I managed to 
break almost even on the venture.
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